BYNOPSIS.

Tram mrrives sl Hamilton  Clregory's
ot in Lidltloburg, but finds him absent
canducting Lhe chole at u camp meeling.
“he rwpmirs Lhither in pesmrch | of  him,
Poighn during the service and s asked Lo
irmve, . Atibalt Ashton, saperintendsnt of
rehools, cecorts Fran from the tent ril'.'l
vl her Gisgory In w wealthy man,
Toeply lolerested In charity work, and &
pillar of the church Aghton Decores
Pty Intéresied’lns Fran and while tak-
Ing Mave of hior, holls Ler hand and is
lesin by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-
trt CHinlon, chalrman of the school board
Uran tells Grogory whe  wanta n Lome
with dim. Grace Nolr, Gregory's privale
reuTetary, takes a violent dislike to ¥Fan
tnd advises her o g away al onea.
ivan ‘hints al a twenty-yoar-old .arcret,
end Cesgory {n agitation asks Grace to
frave the room. Fran relutew the story
t how (’irugm y married o ','-mnf girl at
“pringfield while attending  collage and
then desertnd hers Fran (2 the ohild of
ittt marmiage. Gregory had married his
prepent wils theee yenrs bafora the death
{ Fran's moitier. Fran takes o Hking o
Mrx, Oregory, Cregoury  oxploins tThat
Vran Is the doughter of & very dear friend
Is dirkd. I'rin ngrees the story.

™ Oregory & ah her aking haer
tomo with (h 1 inltes hor to Wer
crme. . Fran « the W tary must
po.  Qemce Loy gaing toclien In an

Tort o drive T fram the Gregory
Abbolr, while taking o wilk slone
, lindda Fran on a bridge tell-
by« Sho tolls Ab

ahe Is th
t'ran Nonporell, Bhe
nd mought a0 bome, (
1tah Clintom 1o go to Spri

Igrte  Wrun'y story. Fr
vervites fo Grogory as w
hie Tempora Jiv
tire, hearing Fran
rnd Intercupts a touchi

father and «
the Intend

shior i Ty
y mirey Clinton and 'guit hs
orwioe. ¥ declares that he cannot con-
lLinue Wt workt withoul hee, Carried away
tv passlon, he takes bher o hig arms
Frionwalks In on them, and ded'lares that
Grace must ! the honge At once. To
Urogory's ranlion I lenrns  of
Yintan's. m n to Bpringfisld,  Clinton
turnn from  Springficld and, at Pran's
reiymest,. ADLOLE urges hlm nof o discuss
whiat be haa learned. On ATDOLUS assur-
wnve that g ) el -
e, Clinto

inlo & . ex-

ure, dinmina
4 0 Gign O oofMapid the b ol bhnok
virpmr o Clinton's i

Erovery stors

ry'E Infaluation lsade him by asek O
tothe grocery,  He finds her
s her the nlory of hid p
ints oub that as he marrehs

n! Mra, Grogoey befors Ihe  deat

"ran’s TROthor 18 nat now legalls
They declide to flés 3t onek

ttempt 1o epcape during th

uf misteset file and are forced t

the llon tent tn avold <linton

witnitdrs fhto he lion Lent P
(AR T A ¥oung woman wegrln
L inielng the place of the reoul

e of thactionn rebels and the
tnnves her mask rovoaling
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i all g over Detween
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CHAPTER XXHIl.—Continued.

He met her ovos unfalteringly, “It'e
Iready nine o'clock.” he sald with sin-
itlar compdsure.  “Don't forget nine
thirty.”

Then he digappeared 1n the crowd

Theu, to her amigement, she Ysheld
iHamilton Gregory stumbling toward
her, looking nelther to right nor lefi,
reeing none bot her—IHanmilton Greg
vry at & show! Hamilton Gregory
{iere, of all plnces, his cyes wide, his
head thrown back as if to bare his
face to her startled gaze

"Fran!" cried CGrogory
farth his prms to tuke her handae
"Pran! Byven now, the bars divide us
Hnt oh, 1 am wo glad, so glad—and
Godl answared my pruyer and saved
vou, Fran—my daughter!™

thriusting

CHAPTER XXIV.
Near the Sky,

It was half-past nine Abbott
met Fran, actording to appointment,
before the Boake Den. Prom her hnnds
he hnd removed the color of [taly,
vnd from her body, the glittering ral
nent of La Conizetti

Pran came np to the young man
rom out tha crowded atreso, all guiv.
ering exeltement. In contrast with
he puleing life thit cepselessly
changed her face, as (rom raflecllions
if dancing light-points, his composure
howed almost grotesnue

"Here [ am," she puntiml
gulezlcal glance at hid faee, “are voun
ready for mae? Come on, then, and
i'll ghow you the very place for us.*

Abbott inquired sercnely: “Down
thgre n the Den?”

:Nn," ahe returned, "not in the Den.
Tou're no Daniel, if I am n Charmer,
No dens for us.”

“Nor llon cages?™ Inquired Abbolt,
gtil) inscrutable; "never again?*

"Never again,” came hor response,

Fran stopped befors the Ferrle
Wheel,

"Lat's tuke o ride,” she sald, a little
iremdlonsly. “Won't deed tickets, Bill,
atop the wheel; I want to go right up.
This 18 & friend of mine—Mr. Ashton.
And Abbott, this {8 an alder [(riend
thun you—Mr. Bill Bmookins."

vhen

thooling a

Mr. Bill Smooking was an exceed
ingly hard-featured man, of no recog
nizable age. Bxternally, ha was blue
overalls and grensy tar

Abbott grasped Bill's hand, and in-
quired about business.

“Awful pore, sense Fran lef" the
show,” was the answer, accompanied
by & grin that threatensd to cut the
weather-beaten face wide open.

Fran beamed. “Mr, Smookins knew
my mother—dida't you, Bil1? He was
awful good to me when | was a kid.
Mr. Smooking was a Human Nymph in
those days, and he smoked and takked,
he did, right down under the water—
remamber, Bill? That was surc-enough
witler—aoh, he's n sure-enough Bill, let
me tell you!"

Bill intimated, as he slowed down
the enging, that the rheumatism he
had aequired under the water, was
surs-encugh  rheumatism—henca his
chiunge of occupation. “I wag strong
enough to be a Human Nymphk' he
explained, "but not endurable, Nobody

can't last many years as 8 Haman
Nymph."
Abbott indieated hiz companion—

“Here's one that"!

The wheel stopped.
were barred into &4 seat,

“And now,” Fran exclaimed, “it's all
ups and downs, jusv like a moving ple-
ture of 1ife. Why don't you say some
thing, Mr. Ashton” But no, you can
keep still—I'm excited to death, and
wouldn't hear you ony y. 1 want to
do all the talking—I alwuys do, after
I've been In the cage. My brain s
Mled with air—so this {8 the time to
be soaring up Into the isn’t {t!
What Is your brain filled with?—but
never mind. Wa'll be just two bal-
loons—my! aren't you glad we haven't
any strings on aUppose some peo
ple had® hold!—1, for one, would be
willing never to go down again, Where
are the is?—Wish we could mest
a few. Soe how I'm trembling—al
wiys do, after the lions, Now, Abbott,
I'll leave & small opening for just one
word—"

"'l stendy yom,” suid Abbott, brief-
ly, and he took her hund. She did not
uappear- consclous of his protecting
clasp.

“T never see the moon so big,” she
wont on, breathlessly, "without think-
ing of that night when [t rolled along
the pasture as if It wanted to knock
us off the foot-bridge for belng whers
we oughtn't. I never could understand
why you should siay on that bridge
with a perfect stranger, when your
duty was to be usher at the camp-meet-
ing! You weren't ushering me, you
know, you were holding my hand—I
mean, I was holding yvour hand, -as
Migs Sapphira says I shouldn't. What
a poor helpless man—as I'm holding
vou now, 1 presumea!  But I laughed in
meeting. People ought to go outdoors
to smile, and keep their religion In a
house, 1 guess. 1I'm going to tell you
why T laughed, for you'vye never
guessed, nnd you've always bean
afraid to ask—"

“Afraid of you, Fran?"

“"Awfully, I'm going to show you—
let go, 4o 1 ¢an show you. No, I'm In
earnest—you ean have me, afterwards,
7 Remember that evangelist?
There lie stood, waving his hands—as
I'm dolng now—moving his arms with
hig eyes [astened upon the cougrega-
tion—ihis way—look, Abbott.”

“Fran! As if T were not already
Jooking,”

"Look-—just 80; not saying a word—
only waving thia way and that
And it made me thing of our hypno-
tizer—the man that waves people (nto
our biggest tent—he seems to plek "em
up bodily dnd carry them in his arms.
Well! And If the people are to be
waved into a church, it won't take
much of a breeze to blow them out
I don't bellave In soulwuaving, But
that doesn’'t mean that [ don't belleve
in  the church—does It?7—do you
think?

“You believe In convictions, Fran,
And since you've come Into the church,
you don't have to say that you belleye
in "

“Yes—there's nothing on the out-
slde, and oh, sometimes there's so
little, so little under the roof—what
do you think of me, Abbott?"

"Fran, I think you are the most—"

“But do you!" ghe Interposed, still

t my time, !
He and Fran |

unsteadily. “In the superiative? 1
don't gee how you can, after that exhi-
bition behind the bars.  Anywsy, 1
want yon to talk about yourself, What
mude you go away from town? But
that's not the worst; what made you
stay away? And what were you doing
off there wherever it was, while poor
little girlsa wera wondering themselves
slck about you? But walt!—the
wheel's going down—down—down.

Good thing 1 have you to hold
lo-—peor Miss Sapphira, she ecan't
come now! [Listen at all the street
erierg, getting closer, and the whistle
sounds—I1 wish we had whisties; the
squawky kind. See my element, Ab-
bott, the air I've breathed all my life—
the carnival. Here we are, just above

the clouds of confetti. Now
we're riding through . pretty
damp, these clouds are, don't you
think! ‘Those rihbons of electric

lights have been the real world to me.
Abbott—they wore home. ., . No,
Bill, we don't want to get out. We in-
tend to ride until you take this wheel
to pieces, And oh, by the way, Bill—
Just stop this wheel, every once in a
while, will you?—when we're up at the
very tiptop.  All right—good:by."

And Abbott ealled gaily, “Good-by,
Mr. Smookins!”

“I'm glad you did that, Abbott. You
think you're gomebody, when some-
hody else thinks so, too. Now we're
rising in the world.” Fran was so ex-
d that she could not keep her body
from quivering. In spite of this, she
{agtened lLer eyves upon Abbott W
ask, suddenly: “‘Most'-—what?"

“Most adorable,” Abbott answered,
as if he had been walting for the
prompting, “Most precloud, Most be-
witchingly sweet. Most unanswerably
and eternally—Fran!"

“And you—" she whispered.

“And 1, he told her, "am nothing
but most wanting-to-be-loved,."

“It's g0 queer,” Fran gald, plaintive
lv. "You know, Abbott, how long
you'vir fought agninst me. You know
it, and 1 don't blame you, not in the
least, There's nothing about me to
mitke people, But even now,
how can you think you undérstand me,
when 1 don't understand myself?"

“I' don't,” he sald, promptly. “I've

=

—

KL.IT_. -QJ:—-;"
Ll

“Up, Samson, Up!"

given up trying to understand yow
Since then, I've just loved. That's
eumy."”

"What will people think of a super-
Intendent of public schools carlug for
a show-girl, even if gshe I8 Fran Non-
parell. How would it affect your cp-
reer?"

"But you have promised never again
to engage in a show, so0 you are not a
show-girl.”

“What about my mother who lved
and died an o lontamer? What will
you do about my life-history? I'd nev-
er speank to a man who could feel
ashamed of my mother. What about
my father who has never publicly
acknowledged me? I'd not want to
have anything ta do with a man who
—who could be proud of him."

“An to the pust, Fran, I have only
this to say: Whatever hardships it
contalned, whatever wrongs or wretch-

LEGEND OF GARDEN OF EDEN

Uriental Christians Believe Banana
Tree Was the Source of Good
and Evil
There exlats a legend relative to the
Christian inhabitants of the east that
they believe the banand to be the tree
of the mource of good and evil, ln &
buneh of the frult of which the ser~

i L ot

through the surrounding lslands and
the main land. This has never been
suthentically established, however,
and some authorities include the ban-
ana among the articles that formed
the base of food supply of the Incas
and the Astecs before the arrival of
q. Spanlards.

Certain” it Is that throughout the
whole meridional America there la &
strong tradition that at least two sape-
cles of the plantain were eultivated
long before the coming of the Huro-
peans. Furthermore, it Is singular
that in all the languages Indigenous
lo the reglon whers the banana ap
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Little Leason in Efficiency.

A woman who has been studying the
sclence of houschold efficlency com-
ments that the obvious things that
overy womuan ought to know about con-
serving time and energy In the dolng
of the daily household tasks are the
ones that seem to make no impression
upon the avernge household. For In:
stance, she says, always have the
dralning pan when washing dishes
tpon the left of the dishpan. You
naturally wash the dishes with the
right and hold them {n the left. Then
sot them down on the left without

using energy to reach ucrogs the right |

Bounds sensible, doosn't 1t?

Out of the Dictograph.

To think boefore you speax will halp

but It's beiter -
varity:
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edness—it evolved you, you, the Fran|bim. Bo you see—but honestly, Ab-

of today—the Fran of this living
hour. And it's the Fran of this Hving
hour that 1 waunt to marry?

Fran covered ber face with bher
hands, For a whila there was silence,
then she sald:

“Father was there, tonight.”

“At ihe llonshow? Impossible! Mr.|
Gregory go to a—a—to—a—"

“Yes, it is possible for him even to
go to & show, Bat (o do him justice,
he was forced under the tent, he had
no fintention of doing anything so
wicked aa that, he only meant to do
soma little thing like running away—
But no, I can't speak of him with bit-
terness, now. Abbott, he seems all
changed.”

Abbott murmured, ns if stupefied:
“Mr, Gregory at a show!™

"Yes, und 4 lionghow. When It was
over he came (0 me—he was Eo “ox-
clted—"

“So was 1" spoke up the other—
“rather!"

“You dign't show It. 1 thought
maybe you wouldn't care if 1 had been
eaten up, No, no, listen, He
wanted fo claim me—he called me
‘favghter’ right thers before the peo-
ple, but they thought it was just a sort
of—of church npme. But he was won-
derfully moved, I left the tent with
him, and we had a long talk—I camea
from him to you, | never saw any-
body so changed

“But why?"

“You see, he thought T was going to
be killed right there before his eyes,
and seelng L with his very own eyes
made him feel respongible. He told
me, nfterwards, that when he found
out who it was'in the cage, he thought
of mother in a different way—he saw,
how MNls desertion had driven her to
enrning her living with showmen, so |
could be supported. All in all, he is &
changed man.""'

“Then will he ackunowledge you?—
but no, no e

“You see? He can’t, on account of
Mrpg. Gregory. There's no future for
him, or for her, except to go on living
a8 man and wife—without the secre
tary. He imngines'it would be a sort
of reparation to present me to the
world as his daughter, he thinks [t
would give him happluess—but it can’t
be, Grace Nolr has found it all out—"

“Then she will tall!" Abbott ex-
claimed, in dismay.

“She would have told but for one
thing. BShe doesn't dare, and IU's on
her own account—aof course. She has
been terribly—well,. Indiscreet. You
can't think of what lengths she was
willing to go—not from eoldly making
up her mind, but beeause ehe lost grip
on herself, from nlways thinking she
couldn't. So ghe went away with Bob
Clinton—she'll marry him, and they'll
go to Chicago, out of Littleburg his-
tory—poor Hob! Remember the night
he was trying to get religion? I'm
afraid he'll conclude that religion
Isn't what he thought it was, living so
closa to It from now on."”

“All this intercsts me greatly, dear,
becanse it interestsa wyou, Still, it
doesn’t bear upon the main question.”

“Abbott, you don't know why I went
to that show to act. You thought I
was caring for a gick friend. What do
you think of such deceptions?"

“I think I understand. Simon Jel-
ferson told me of a girl falling from &
trapeze; M was possibly La Gonizettl’s
daughter. Mrs, Jefferson told me that
Mre, Gregory I8 nurslng some one.
The same one, | imagine. And La Gon-

out; and If this wasn't the last day,
I don't Enow whether I'd have prom-
Ited you or not. . . Bamson was
pretty good, but that mask annoyed

bott; doesn’t all this make you fesl just
a wee bit different about mel”:;)

“It niakes me wani to I:lllII you,

“It makes you''—ghe mﬁd—‘;mt

to do—that? Why, Abbott!
can savd you'

“I'm afraid not," he agreed.

The ¢ar wae swinging at the highest
reach of the wheel. ‘The
Btopped.

She opened her eyos very wide. “T'd
think you'd be afrald of such a world-
fnmous llon-tralner,” she declared,
drawing back. “Some have béen, |
assire yom" abe it

“I'm not “afraid,” Abbott deelared,
drawing her toward hig. Hé& would
have kissed her, but she covered her
face with her hands and bent her head
Instinotively.

“Up!" eried Abbott.
upi"

Fran laughed hilarionsly, and 11fted
ber head, She looked at him through

Nothing

“Up, Samson,

engine

the destinies of the yellow-back paper

in a little leas than two hours.

In a little less than 20 iminutes,

work after gradunting as cadets from

walers,

mediate proof could be obtalned that
deserter.

The enlisted man upon arrest denied he Was an enlisted man.

Deserters

ABHINGTON.—As TUncle Sam finds trouble in locating recalcitrant mems-
bers of the army and navy who take “French leave,” there is a bureaw
in both the war and navy depariments to keep tab on these individuals. In

the war department the bureau ls pre-
sided over by a “graybezrd” who las
“Been In the service since elght years
cafterthe Clvil'war He (s so {amiliar
with the files of {he office under tho
adfutant geperal that each yellow-
back envelope is almost like an old
friénd. “Like father, ke son” I8 an
ojd adage, wnd it was pever more true
than of conditions in this office.
Like the old man who presides over
envelopes and the antiquated furnitore,

are the methods which he employs in condueting the affalrs of the burean.

T would lke you to look up for me the name of Ray Schultz or Roy Bchult
or Schults,” was n request made of this official recently. [t has baen estimated
that in the past ten years nearly 1,000,000 record enlistments have been filed
In the office. As the files are arranged, however, a asarch |5 not the prduous
task that upon first glance it seems to be, 2 ?

On every side of the room, which runs the entire length of one wing of
the war department, nre steel file cases, The enlistment date was secured

An answer (o & slmilar inquiry in the navy depariment was obtained

‘The system there I entirely different. It follows the {ndex system of the
modern department store. Young naval officers on their firat leg of real army

the acndemy at Annapolia, are usually

put into this office as chiefs, in line with thé policy of Secretary of the Navy
Daniels of giving the naval officer a thorough practical tralning in every
branch of the abryice, hoth "afloat and afiell.” . f

As an officer explained, it sometimes developed that hurry was mand!-_
tory, He pointed out the case of an ¢nlisted man who had been arrested In'a
southern city for deserting his ship, which had been ordered to Mexican

No. Im-
he was in the navy or that he wns a

The only accusation against him was brought by a witness who
hought he bad recognized the man. Navy officials were communicated with,

her fingers. Her face was o garden of ‘ but the only word received by the court officers was "hold the prisoner for

blush-roses.
but the result was not terrifying; then
she obediently held up her mouth.
“After all," sapld Fran, speaking
somewhat indistinetly, “you  haven't

told why you ran away to leave poor

Fran guessing where you'd gone. Do
you know how 1 love you, Abbott?

“T think I Khiow."

It was a good while later that Ab
bott sald: “As to why T left Little-
burg: Bob knew of a private school
that has just been incorporated us a
college. A teacher's needed, one with
fdens of the new education—the eduo-
cation that teaches us how to make
booka useful to life, and not life to
books—the edueatlon that ‘teaches
happiness as well as words and fig-
ures: just the kind that vou didn’t find
at my school, iittle rebel! Bob was an
old chum of the man who owne the
property so he recommended me, and
I went, It's a great chance, & magnif.
cent opening. The man was so pleased

with the way I talked—he's new to the |

business, so that must be his excuse
—that I am to be the president.”

Fran's voles came rather faintly—
“Hurrah! But you are to be far, far
above my reach, just as 1 prophesied.
Don't you remember what 1 said to
you during our drive through Sure
Enough Country?”

“And (hat isn't all" sald Abbhott,
looking straight before him, and pre-
tending that he had not heard. “In
that town—Tahlelah, Okla.,—I discov-
ered, out in the suburbs, o cottage—
the dearest Iittle thing—as dear as
i as Mr. Smookins; Just big
enough for a girl like Fran., 1 rented
It at once—of course, it oughn't to be
standing there idle—there's guch a

fragrant flower garden—I spent some |+

time arranging the grounds as I think
vou'll ke them. 1T didn't furnish the
cottage, though. Women always like
to select thelr own carpets and things,
and—"

Fran's face was a dimpled soa of
plnk and crimson waves, with starry
lights in her black eyes for signal
lights, *“Oh, you king of hearts!" she
exclalmed, “And shall we have a
church wedding, and just kill ‘em?*

Abbott laughed boyishly. “No—you
must remember that your connection
with show-life is at an end.”

"But—and then—and 60, cried
Fran rapturously, “I'm to have a home
after all, with flower gardens and
carpets and things—a sure-enough
home—Abbott, a home with you!
Dan't you know, it's been the dream of

izettl was a friend of yours, and you | my life to—to—"

took her place, g0 the mother could
stay with the Injured daughter.”
"You're a wonder, yourself!” Fran
declared, dropping her bands to stare
at him, "Yes, that's It. All these
show-people are (riends of mine.
When the mayor was trying to declde
what carnival company they'd have
for the strest fair, 1 told him about
this show, and that’s why It's here
Poor La Gonigettl needs the money
dreadfully—for they ppend it as fast
ns fv's pald in. The lttle darling will
have to go to o hospital, and there's
nothing lald by. The boys all threw
in, but they dido't have mueh, them-
selves, Nobody has, Everybody's poor
in this old world—except you and me,
I've taken La Gonizettl's place lo the
cage all day to keep her (rom losing

Abbott was Inexpressibly touched.
“Yes, 1 was just thinking of what I
‘heard you say, once—to belong to
somebody,”

Fran slipped her arma about his
neck. “And what a somebody! To be-
long to you, And to know that my
home Is our home. . . ."

Abbott, with a sober sense of his
unwarthiness, embraced her silently.

From {ar below came & sudden
sound, making its way through the
continuity of the street-uproar. It was
the chugging of the engine.

The wheal began to revolve.

Down they came—down—down—

Fran looked up at the moon. “Good-
by,” sha called, gaily. “The world is
good enough for me!"

(THE END,)

VALUE QUEER RELICS HIGHLY

Large Sums Have Frequently Been
Pald for Articles That Many
Would Call Grewsome.

It is not every man, not every hero
worshiper, who would esteem the
tooth of his hero of more value than
diamonds. There is a ring belonging
to an English nobleman, in which tho
place of honor, formerly occupled by
a diamond, ls given to a tooth that
once did duty 1n n Human jaw,

16 tooth cost no less than three
hundred and fifty dol

£
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on Wednesday, August 11, 1871, in the
gardens attached (o the house of
Muadams Koch, at three o'clock In the
alternoon.”

The wig of a'literary man appesrs
to have Been even more sought after
than his teeth. That ‘which Sterne
waore while writing “Tristram Shandy”
wan wold soon aftar the writer's death

brought five thousand dollar
The most extravagant instance of

She pretended to roar

ldentification.” It was three days befors the couft was completely convinedd

that the enlisted man was o member of the navy.
The files of the army, navy and marine corps for the past ten years, it is

estimated, contain 5,000,000 names;

t

mittee, sliowing that the government
lg prepared to supply at special con.
tract prices to all departments and ad-
ministrative bureans in Washington.
“It embraces every other commodity
upder the sun.’

“Hold on!" sald his private secre
tary.
the general schedule that Mr. Newton
had laid aside. He thumbed over the
pages.
not the right sort. Hospital supplies.

“B620. Bottles of samples.
ton read in the book.
“By love. Even a nuraing bottle,

schedule could not meel.

et et i

six ounces a day without sufféring the
be right.

The private gecretary took over

“Nureing bottlas—bottles—ah, under luboratory apparatus.

Everything Under the Sun at Spécial Pric'aé

I VERYTHING but & nursing bottle!
R. Newton, assistant secretary of the treasury, commenting on the wide
and inexhauvstible range of articles in the schedule of the geueral supply com-

" wis tho conchsion’ réached by Byron

Hottles—bit
Here wo are,” sald the private secre-
| tary, palnting out an ftem to Mr. Newtan.

(d) Nursing, graduated, 12 ounces,™ Mr, New-

It has every thing under the sun that

can be bought," he admitted. And so it seems. ¢

Statlonery and drafting supplies; hardwure, metals, cordage and leather
and saddlery; dry goods and wearing apparel; drugs and medicines, ehemlicals
and reagents; laboratory, hospital appliances and surgical fnstruments; elec-
Irieal engineering and plumbing supplies: lumber, thillwork, packing boxes
and building materials; paints, oils, giiss and brusbes; provisions and house-
hold supplies; forage, flour and seed; photographie suppiles and special equip:
ment; engraving, printing and lithographie supplies; fuel and lce; incandes
cent electric lamps; Incandescent gas lamp supplies; motor trocks: type-
wriling and eomputing machines; electrie service; telephone service.

There are the general classifications under which nearly every coneelvable
thing on earth is sublisted. One could be born into the world by virtue 6f the
| facilities of this general schedule and go out of it by ity ald at any old time,

und in the course of the life between never know a need that the general

Ay

Here Are Two Men Who Get Paid for Eating

I’F sounds lke the ideal job when one hears of getting pald for eating; but
there are two men In Uncle Sam’s employ who draw their galaries malnly
because of this, and they will vouch for the fact thut such a position I by no

means as gimple a little thing as a
person might suppose, Of course they
do more than this. They investizate
into. foodstuffs, prepare reports and
do ‘other things that a layman can
hardly explain. But they get paid for
eating as well,

The two men are Dr. C. F. Lang-
waorthy, chlef, and Dr. Robert Milnar,
assistant, in the bureau of the bureau
of food hyglene of the department of

griculture. These two men have a corps of assistants, who, like themselves,
are required to do plain and {aney eating, Oceaslonally a subject is brought
In, under the aueplces of Uncls Bam, and he is placed in & coutrivance which
looks ke a cell in a police station, and is fed and his temperature is taken.
Reports are made as to the effect that the food had on him, ik
Not long sgo 8 cheese Investigation began, Every kind of cheese, rich,
julcy cheese, crumbly cheese, cheeae that was odorless and cheese that amell-
ed llke a Tammany Investigation, was brought into the office
picked out & nice, ripe cheese and cut off a generons slab, v
“Everybody try some,” he urged, biting into his slice, and everybody did.
For & week the office ate checse omelette, cheeso couMe, cheese pudding, plain
sheese, baked cheese, fried cheesie and ssveral other kinds of cheese.
The point was to determine whether cheese could be mssimilated, The
office decided that it could and, inasmuch ns some of the hardy workers ate

Dr. Milner

slightegt allment, the office seemed to

Pen Picture of Senator

business. One constantly expects to
hear him say something that will rip
the stars from thelr appointed places
and tumble the Indigo frmament upon
the frightened worlds. But he never
aays it. That's where the joke comes
in. And that's what gives polnt to an
observation mede recently by Wo
Sinkler Manning. One evening re
cantly Senator LaFollette was mak-
ing & apeech on end, his eyes gllitered,

his volce sounded ifke that of the ghost in Haml fingers wiggled
pnd waved through the air at the terrificd Democrats. The blood mantled his
face; his teeth ground. At any momen! he might say: “Fafofi-fum, [ smell
the blood of & Rooseveit Mun." But be Jin't. He sald nothing of importance
‘whatsoever, notbing that might not have been uttorsd in tones an donos as
dove. Mr. Manning -

LaFollette on Rostrum

1D you ever see Robert M. LaFollette spenk? It Is more of a sl;ht‘mn 8
gound. He doubles himself into knots, grinds his testh and puts on every
“prop” of intensity known to the forensic play-nctor.

He looks as if he means




